"Sore," BajTard saicL "Good night." He laid his
Band on the ladder^ and the negro stopped him and
handed him the shapeless bundle he had brought out
with him,

"AiVt got but one to spares but it'll help some. You
gwine sleep cole$ tonight." It was a quilt, ragged and
filthy to the touchf and impregnated with that unmis-
takable odor of negroes*

"Thanks/5 Bayard answered. "Much obliged to you.
Good night.'*

"Good night, white folks."

The lantern winked away? to the criss-crossing of
the negro's legs, and Bayard mounted into darkness
and the dry^ pungent sceiit of hay* Here$ in the dark-
ness, he made himself a nest of it and crawled into if
and rolled himself into the quiit^ filth and odor and all,
and thrust his icy hands inside his shirt, against his
flinching chest. After a time and slowly his hands began
to warm, tingling a little, but still his body lay shiver-
ing and jerking with weariness and with cold. Below
him Perry munched steadily and peacefully in the
darkness, occasionally he stamped, and gradually the
jerking of BayardPs body ceased. Before he slept he
uncovered his arm and looked at the luminous dial on
his wrist. One o^clock. It was already Christinas.

The sun waked him, falling in red bars through the
cracks in the wall, and he lay for a while in his hard
bed,* with chill, bright air on his face like icy water,
wondering where he was. Then lie remembered, and
moving, found that he was stiff with stale cold and that
his blood began to move through his limbs in small
pellets like bird-shot. He dragged his legs from his
odorous bed, but within his boots" his feet were
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